62                           MEISTER'S APPRENTICESHIP.

as one looks down into the hollow crater of an extinguished
volcano.

He now bitterly reproached himself, that after so great a loss
he could yet enjoy one painless, restful, indifferent moment. He
despised his own heart, and longed for the balm of tears and
lamentation.

To awaken these again within him, he would recall to me-
mory the scenes of his bygone happiness. He would paint them
to his fancy in the liveliest colours, transport himself again into
the days when they were real; and when standing on the highest
elevation he could reach, when the sunshine of past times again
seemed to animate his limbs and heave his bosom, he would look
back into the fearful chasm, would feast his eye on its dismem-
bering depth, then plunge down into its horrors, and thus force
from nature the bitterest pains. "With such repeated cruelty did
he tear himself in pieces; for youth, which is so rich in unde-
veloped force, knows not what it squanders, when to the anguish
which a loss occasions, it adds so many sorrows of its own pro-
ducing, as if it meant then first to give the right value to what
is gone forever. He likewise felt so convinced that his present
loss was the sole, the first, the last which he ever could experi-
ence in life, that he turned away from every consolation which
aimed at showing that his sorrows might be less than endless.

CHAPTEB n.

ACCUSTOMED in this way to torment himself, he now also
attacked what still remained to him, what next to love, and along
with it, had given him the highest joys and hopes, his talent as
a poet and actor, with spiteful criticisms on every side. In his
labours he could see nothing but a shallow imitation of prescribed
forms, without intrinsic worth; he looked on them as stiff school-
exercises, destitute of any spark of nature, truth, or inspiration.
His poems now appeared nothing more than a monotonous ar-
rangement of syllables, in which the most trite emotions and
thoughts were dragged along and kept together by a miserable
rhyme. And thus did he also deprive himself of every expecta-
tion, every pleasure, which, on this quarter at least, might have
aided the recovery of his peace.

With his theatric talent it fared no better.    He blamed him-